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Henry the fourth. 

lie kecpe them by this hand. 

IVor. You ftart away, 

A nd lend no eare vnto my purpcfes: 

Thofcprifonersyuu thali keepe. 

Hot. Nay, 1 will: tliats flat: 

He laid he wou'd not ranfomc Mortimer, 

Forbad my tongue- to Ipcakc ot Mortimer: 

But l wi’1 findc him when he lies a fleepe. 

And in his care He hollo Mortimer: 
Nay.Uehaiieaftarlmgllialbe taught to (peakc 
Nothing but Mortimer, and glue it him, 

To veepe his anger ftill in motion. 

War. Heare you coofen a word. 

Hot. All ftudies here I lolcmnly defie, 

Saue how to gall andpmch this tfullingbrooke, 

And thatfunefword and buckler Prince of Wales, 

But that I tlnnke his father loues him not. 

And would be glad he met with fume mifchancc: 

I would hauc him poifoncd with a pot of Ale. 

Wor. Farewell kinfman, lie talke to you 
When you are better tempered to attend. 

Nor. Why what a wafpe-tongue and impatient foole 
Art thou , to b cake into this womans moode, 

Tying thine ea c to no tongue but thine owne? 

Hot, Why loo eyou,l am v\hipt and fcourg’d with rods, 
Netlcd, and flung with pifmii es, when 1 heare 
Ofthnvile polititian Bullingbroolce. 

In Richards tw'e.wh. t do you cal! the place? 

A plague vpon it, it is in Gloceflrrflnre; 

T was where the mad- cap Duke his vnde kept, 

Hisvncle Yorkc^wherel firft bow^d ray knee 
Vnto this King of frailest this 8ulhngbrookc: 

Zblood,whcn you and he came backe from Rauenfpurrfi. 

At Bandy aftlc Hot. You fay due. 

Why what a candle deale of curtefie. 

This fawning greyhound then did proffer me, 
tooke when this infant fortune came to age, 

And gentle Harry Percy, and kindc coofen: 
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